SIR THOMAS WYATT

If to be noble and high thy mind be moved,
Consider well thy ground and thy beginning;

For he that hath each star in heaven fixed,

And gives the moon her horns, and her eclipsing,
Alike hath made thee noble in his working;

So that wretched no way may thou be,

Except foul lust and vice do conquer thee.

All were it so thou had a flood of gold,
Unto thy thirst yet should it not suffice;

And though with Indian stones, a thousand fold
More precious than can thyself devise,
Ycharged were thy back j  thy covetise

And busy biting yet should never let

Thy wretched life, ne do thy death profet

SIR T. WYATT

From Devonshire MS (Nott)
The lover's lute cannot be blamed though it sing
of his lady's vnkindness
Blame not my Lute !  for ho must sound
Of this or that as likcth mo $
For lack of wit the Lute is bound
To give such tunes as pleaseth me ;
Though my songs be somewhat strange,
And speak such words as touch thy change,
Blame not my Lute!
My Lute, alas! doth not offend,
Though that perforce he must agree
To sound such tunes as I intend
To sing to them that heareth me 5
Then though my songs be somewhat plain,
And toucheth some that use to feign,
Blame not my Lute!